I4o            THREE YEARS IN MANIPUR

The young prince lost no time in consulting
with his powerful brother and ally, the Sena-
putti. The result was that one night, about
midnight, when the Maharajah had retired
and the rest of the palace was wrapped
in slumber, the young prince collected a
handful of followers, and with his brother
Angao Senna climbed the wall leading to
the Maharajah's apartments, and began firing
off rifles into the windows. The Maharajah
had never had much reputation for courage,
and on this occasion, instead of rousing his
men to action and beating off the intruders,
he rushed away for safety out at the back of
the palace, and round to the Residency.

Meanwhile, the first note of alarm was
brought to my husband by the bearer, who
woke him up at two in the morning with the
report that a fight was taking place in the
palace, which report was fully confirmed by
the whiz of bullets over the house; and in a
few minutes the Maharajah and his three
brothers arrived in hot haste from the palace,